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STEPHEN  GRAHAM
Downtown New York

I STARTED off from South Ferry one night upon
a zigzag walk. Sleepless tramps were huddled in
the seats in Battery Park ; others were lying on
the grass, flat and dazed as if they had fallen from
balloons. There were hoots and howls from across
the river, reel lights, and green lights, the hum-
grum of machinery, and the strange electric-light
cascade of moving elevated trains. Twas one by
the clock. Syria slept. Greece slept.

I walked by Front Street to Moore Street, to
Water Street, to Broad, to Pearl, to Coenties Slip,
to Stone, to Mill Lane, to South William Street,
to Broad again, past a blank empty lighted tele-
graph office, to Exchange Place, to New Street, to
Wall Street. Thus I arrived at the financial anvil
of the world. But all was still, no hammering, no
bellows blowing, no flying sparks. Yellow stars
looked down on the deserted Exchange. But I
saw what appeared to be some Pagan temple, a
stark altar of "human sacrifice, and it proved to be
a famous Christian church, none other than Holy
Trinity on Broadway, and as I stood by the
strange little graveyard the church clock struck